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Fighting Takes Ui
Mr. George's Com{

Rewriti History.
LIKE a vain and noisy actor.

War has crowded the chroniclesof the past, cutting the
character and comedy parts with a

stupid sword that marred all values.
There might have been excuse for
the generations that actually engagedin these bloody episodes. But
for the scholars of a peaceful era to

go on perpetuating the distortions of
rage, parroting over the soldier's
brag and leading the great story of
the nation's growth untold.well, all
that can be said is that human natureis that way.

Happily the case is not hopeless.
The scientists, the students of social
progress, even the popular writers
who have played up the romance of
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rect the proportions. The spectacularsuccess of Wells's "Outline of
History" proves that the reading publicwelcomes a fresher, truer view.
Wells himself admits the imperfectionof detail in his first attempt.
He has done what he could to remedyfaults in a new edition, now
issued in a single volume.

But the last stronghold of traditionis the school. The child's first
impressions, never wholly removed
in later life, are usually made by
writers of no authority, who follow
the easiest way by retelling the old
stories.
The future development of publishedhistory will probably be along

two lines: the complete world view
of the general stream of life; and
the intimate revelation of a wide
range of interest.
The fixed and formal definition of

history as a moving picture spectacleof battle scenes with the actual
life of the peoples a mere hyphen to
connect wars no louger holds. A
good example of the newer treatment
is Frederic L. Paxson's "Recent Historyof the United States" (HoughtonMifflin Company). This begins
at the close of the civil war and
comes down to the present.
The triumph of this book is the

evenness with which the pattern is
woven. The beginnings of each
change in the national life are

traced. Parties and personalities
emerge and fade into the growing
fabric of events. The arts, education.religious currents have their
place with business expansion.
A portrait of Mark Twain in his

Oxford gown is one of the leading
illustrations. And the fact suggestedis closer to the heart of historythan many a famous triumph of
arms. And such a paragraph as this
is hfstory also:
"The rise of sport in America betweenthe Centennial Exposition in

Philadelphia in 1876 and the World's
Fair at Chicago in 1893 is due in
pan iu a reaujusiraeni oi, American

life from rural to urban conditions,
and provides the outletR that replacedthe frontier as it was closed.
Before the civil war there was little
sport in Aitierlca. The Turnverein
members had imported group gym-
nasties from Germany. There was

some racing of both horses and boats,
and there was much hunting on a

small scale, but sport was generally
only an afterthought and a hy-product. . . Robert Bonner, who
owned Maud S when her records
beat the world, found the burden of
proof still against him, as the public
asked why a man of known respectabilityshould devote so much of
his attention to sport."
Only a fifth of the volume is devotedto the recent war. And here

also the general activities of the
world behind the lighting lines are

duly emphasized.
This Is a good book. The author

is more judicial than Wells. At
times the reader wishes there were

a little more enthusiasm In the narrative.But the union of fire and
fairness in the same writer is uncommon.Maybe it will be less rare

in the day of our hope.

"I Hate Poetry."
ONE of the curiosities of current

literature Is the W. Ij. George

poetry complex. Probably
nobody but a psychoanalyst could
t,et at the reason fur it. But it is
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3 Too Much Room
ilex. Yankee Talk
obviously something deeper than a
mere effort to be original. And it
isn't safe to jump to conclusions in
a matter like that. But certainly
the impression left on the reader is
that Mr. George is half conscious.
or perhaps it is together subcon-1
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SHE would always remem

up the orchard and mak
fairy gold, and Owen le

and telling her about his scho<
mind, while she listened eager
Doone Valley had told her of
had been different then. She
to his confidences, and they ha<
was so hard in his young sens
Owen's delicate, tolerant hun
apples becomes fierier still und
so vivid that they looked en<

beside her, laughing down int<
too. There was something daz;
more than just her friend an

beautiful and strange.
"This kind of thing makes

said at last.
"Yes," said Joy, very soft!
Owen looked at her curiou
"You believe in all that s

asked, "religion, churches, lav
Joy hesitated.
"I believe," she said, "in

know even if I believe it, becau!
what you think, isn't' it, even
haven't found it hard, but I d

"Love?" asked Owen.his
kindness that seemed to bese<
kindness from her. "But th
Joy. That oughtn't to pan oi

"Everybody's," she went
think it is what we can live 01

Owen laughed softly.
"You interest me less," li

so tall an order. . ."
.From "The Crystal Heart," by
Phyllis Bottome. (Century.)

"Till TrflanH F
IRELAND UNEREED. Poems of 1921.
By Sir William Watson. John Lane
Company.
IN view of the present critical Irish

situation particular interest at-
taches to this poetical appeal by

one of the best known living English
poets. Evidently Sir William Watson
Is a firm believer in the Justice of Ireland'scause and in her right to freedom;he refers to that country as "the
Land of Hope Deferred," and It is his
contention that there is in Ireland a

spiritual force that must triumph,
though for a while physical might prevail,and though England mistakenly
follows a course in which "palsying
fears" "freeze up noble purpose." Only
In liberty for Ireland, as the poet con-
ceives It, can there be rest:

To all who heed, to all the freed.
To all the unfreed, 'tia known

There'll be no rest for Ireland's breast |,
i 111 iri'iana nns nor own.

Age after age will nurse the rage
That breeds not rage alone.

Bringing no reat to Ireland's breast
Till Ireland1 has her own!

Moat of the poems In this thin collectlonhave leaa of a lyrical quality
than the above; moat of them have a
stately an<l aonoroua beat that ftjl-
Iowa In the Miltonlc tradition, and
that brings reminders of the majesty
of Mr. Watson's splendid "Ode to
Autumn." Becnuse written on a theme
whose Interest must eertnlnly wane In
time, they are not likely to be long
remembered; but In many, as the fol-^
lowing lines will Illustrate, there Is the
quality of real poetry:
Thou whom not Joys but perils and

pangs allure;
The white foam's sister, as the white

foam pure;
The dark storm's daughter, guarding

long and late
That far descended heirloom, ancient

hate; 1
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a of Ink
scious.of a lack in his own equip
ment which makes him angry. So
he tries to shout down the poets.

I noticed a passage of this kind in
his lively and tolerant book of Americanimpressions, "Hail Columbia."
But the book was so good of its kind
that it seemed better to let the absurdparagraph go without comment.
Now he does it again in his novel
"Ursula Trent" (Harper's), a book

ber the red sunset catching
:ing all the apples shine like
aning over a gate beside her
)1 days. It shot through her
lv, that Nick long ago in the
his school days, too, only it
had not known how to listen
d hurt her a little, because he
le of right. He had none of
lor. . . . The light on the
er the low, red skj'.they were
jhanted.and Owen, leaning
0 her eyes, looked enchanted,
ding about him, as if he were

d Julia's husband. He was

a man feel religious," Owen

ly; "it's as quiet as prayer."
sly.
ort of thing, I suppose," he
7 and gospels?"
one thing; at least I don't

?e I suppose believing is being
when you find it hard? I

lo believe in love, Owen."
i eyes rested on hers with a

Hih and claim an answering
<xt « »11<11 i ucucvc in, iiw,
it very hard."
on, "and for everything; I
I."

ip said, "when you make it

[as Her Own"
I cannot say."In all thing* that con-

cerned
Thee and thy hopes I never swerved

or turned.
Or held with stumbling mind a waver-

ing creed."
nut this at least I can declare, indeed:
Through days with tempest packed.

with thunder piled,
My dream was of an Ireland recon-

clled
By utter undoing of wrongs all earth

saw done,
And by full freedom to fair friendshipwon.

f )nf> C\f fho narvot ««*«»

In the collection Is that In which the
author appeals to America:

Friend with frank tongue, who o'er the
unflattering sea

Dost likewise flatter not; who vlew'st
the ma«e

And tangle of things through no vague
shimmering hase;

Pledge thou thy word that If, long
urged by thee.

We loose her bonds and set the Thralled
One free.

That morn fair deed, crowned with
man's golden praise,

Shall rfot for us, In thy consenting
gage.

Prove the bright mother of dnrk calamity! '

Then shall we know that some who
else might mar

The dsysprlng. and drag midnight from
ItsgraveHomewhose Imperial dreams are loth
to die.

Will listen first beside the Western
wave ;

Will liear thy thundered Interdict nfar.
And flee In terror lest they hear It

nigh.
STANTON A. COBLENT55.

It Is not generally known that L». M.
Montgomery, novelist, In In private
life a minister's wife and writes her
hooks amid the duties of a Canadian
parsonage. Her husband Is the Itev.
Kwan Macdonald of Leaskdale, Ontario."Itllla of Ingleside" (Stokes) Is
her latest book. j
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notable for keen observation and
freedom from traditional prejudice.
But though a Action writer need not
express hiB own view in the talk of
his people, Mr. George has plainly T
done so, particularly if the passage
in "Hail Columbia" be recalled.
Ursula begins like this:
"Now I hate poetry. I suppose it's

crude of me, but X feel that to write "

poetry is just a way of getting one's J
self misunderstood in a complicated n

manner." And the young doctor "

with whom she is talking, a quite dif- h
terent type in other respects, makes
the adverse vote unanimous: n

"Poetry is only a superstition. A d
sort of degraded music. . . .

Everything that is said in poetry t]

can be said in proBe more easily and h
completely. The fact remains that
ii you waiu a rnyme 10 cai 11 musi v

be something like mat or pat or rat.
Now rat happens to fit, and all is
well in that case. But imagine the
wretched situation of a poet with his
cat hero in a barn where there are

no rats, but only _
mice. He would

have to torture, to mangle his line
so as to end: 'A mouse, not a rat.'
In other words he would have to
drag in the wretched rat.

"If you want melody buy a penny
whistle. And, anyhow, if all you
want is melody, why bother about
the sense at all? Why not juxtapose
tfords that sound well, such as purple,primula, Endymion? There's
quite a nice line for you: Endymion'spurple primula. Doesn't
mean anything, but sounds well.
That's why it's poetry. Miss Trent,
let me give you that opinion of poe-
try as a keepsake, since you re leavingthe world.I mean returning to
your family. Don't be taken In.
Neither by political traditions, nor

by class habits, nor by the worship
of Latin or Greek or poetry or the
musical glasses."
Now Charles Darwin was as frank
Mr. George in confessing his inabilityto enjoy poetry. But he was

too great, too wise a man to blame
that upon the poetry. He quietly expresseda deep regret that he had not
tried to develop such powers as ne
had in that direction. He realized
that he had missed something precious,a treasure of human heritage.
He knew a good deal more about the
relation of cat and rat than does Mr.
George. But he said nothing about tl
the difficulties of rhyme in case the h

rat turned into a mouse. He left all
that humbly to Robert. Browning tf
(who was capable of rhyming "promire"with "from mice" without a

qualm!). He was scientist enough w

to recognize his own disabilities. K'

* . . "

American Speech. H'J
GALSWORTH. 'S latest collec- b;

tlon, "Six Short PlayB" |j|
(Scribner's) contains that fo<

curious piece "The Little Man "y I SI
couldn't help wondering if he wro.e tr

that before coming over here. The ln

American ln the play furnishes the ^
most curious example of imaginary
dialect that has been printed for a

long time. 01

It is not easy to be sure Just how a

the playwright picked up his odd as w

sortment of what he takes for our
a|

turns of phrase. Some of them probablycome from Bret Harte. ei

In Drink water's introduction to the m

text of his "Abraham Lincoln" he
savs frankly that he doesn't know
the differences in usage between Eng
land and America and therefore does p
not attempt to indicate any differ hi
ence. A comparison of his play and d<
(lalsworthy'B ought to convince any- hl

body of the wisdom of his forbear-
J(

ance. He would have done better if
he had let even his negro talk like ln

everybody else. [ i>
American writers have sinned In m

the representation of English char
neters. Hut It has been rather In the ^
exaggeration of some marked type,
who is labelled as a type. The Euro- ri

pean has too readily Imputed certain »'

personal characteristics and notable m

habits of speech to Americans of [r
every order. This Is John Gals (n
worthy's Idea of American talk.or «.t

was at one time; he may have ui

learned better since:
"You seem kind of skeery about "j

that. You've had experience, maybe. w
I'm an optimist I think we're bound
to make the devil hum in the near pf
future. 1 opine we shall occasion a

good deal of trouble to that old party. 1,1

There's about to be a holocaust of m

n?
aelfish intereata. The colonel there
with old man Nletch.he won't know b»
himself. There's going to be a very Pf

sacred opportunity."
A little knowledge.of another na

tlon's language.is a dangerous t.
thing. or
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A Wife's i

HE BOOK OF JACK LONDON. In
Two Volumes. By Oharmian London.
The Century Company,
r T is no ordinary "literary biograIphy" that fills the two volumes

which his wife has written about
ack London. She has written of the
tan she knew, of the man he was, the
tan he aspired to be, and written as

rankly and as clearly as he enjoined
er to do.
Not only have you a story of the

tan's life, his travels/ his thoughts on
liferent subjects, his ideals; but there
a Kind or compulsion in the narravewhich brinsrs the rentier into the

ampany of the living Jack London In
la varied activities.
As he told his wife, "His MateVoman"as he called her. the story of

JU IT.pF
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Charmiar

ie periods before they met, so she
as endeavored to write it. It is not
ily a biography but almost an autolography.Frequent use of his let>rsadds to this autobiographical
Tect.
That Jack London's adventures with
omen would make vivid stories of a

enius on that side wfyere genius is
lost wont to break rules might have
r>en guessed. That this phase of him
lould in fact be given to the world
y the woman into whose hands he
last iald his whole life is remarkble.But the best thing about the

iok is the author's good reporting,
he has not kept herself out of it.to
y would have been futile and even

ijurlous. But she reduces comment
> the minimum, paints the picture,
ills the story and leaves Judgment to
ie reader.
It Is clear that he turned to her not
my nix marriea sine; to .unit umiuun

nd Oharmian Kittoredge marriage
an a continual adventure of self

velation.It wan a point of honor
i well a* an Intense tfcslre with Jack
mt she should know and accept him
itlre.heights and depths, focwlldericntand struggle. He had said that,
tould he die first, she would be the
ily person able to tell nil the truth
»out him. And ho expressed doubt
lat she would have the courage for

He desired her to do this, as he
Imself would In all probability have
jne had the autobiography which he
id in mind been written.
Of her publication of many of his
tters to her Mrs. London says:
"Editors have repeatedly approached
e on the subject of publishing Jack
ondon's letters to myself. All arguentswere barren of result save one:
lit lnr>lt txinrtnnV Invo nature Is SO

(tie known or reckons! with In the
I'eraRe estimate of him, or, worn*,
ilsundcrstood. . . . And because
S Jlint study of the man ran otherIsebe made I presen' throuRhout
y book the letters t have chosen
nm the uncounted ones In my pos'sslon.Below I quote the very first
which he mentions his roRard.

.methlnR that had theretofore been
idrenmed of by me. . . .

"'You speak of frankness. I pasonatelydesire It, but have come to
irlnk from the" pain of Intimacies
hlch hrlnR the greatei frankness
>rth. Ruperfleial frankness Is comiratlvelyeasy, but one must pay for
rlpplnR off the dry husks of clothr.the self-conventions which
nsque the soul, and for standlnR out
iked In the eyes of one who sees. I
tve paid, and like a child who has
en burned by fire I shrink from
tying too often. You surely have
town such franknesses and the pentiesyou paid. When I found heart's
sire speaking clamorously to you I
irned my eyes away and strove to ro
i with my superficial self, talking I

Portrait of ;
Charmian London T
Wrote and Lived "T
know not what. And I did it con'sciously.partly ho, pprhaps.and I did
it automatically, instinctively. Memoriesof old pains, incoherent hurts, a

welter of remembrances, compelled me
to close the mouth whereby my inner
self was shouting at you a summons
bound to give hurt and to bring hurt
in return.

'I wonder If I maue you understand.You see. in the objective facts
of my life I have always been franknesspersonified. That I tramped or

begged or festered in jail or slum
meant nothing by the telling. But
over the lips of my inner self I had

§
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i London.

long since put a seal.a seal indeed
rarely broken, in moments when one

caught fleeting glimpses of the hermit
who lived inside. How can I begin to
explain? . . . My child life was

uncongenial. There was little responsivearound me. I learned reticence,
an inner reticence. I went into the

He Put Himsel
By W. L. GEORGE.

ki.j TRSULA TRENT" (Harpers)
I I is simply planned as ten

'years in the life of a young
woman, beginning a little before the
war and ending about three years
later. The war occupies no place in
the book ; it is only suggested so that
the flight of time may be understood.
but It is not developed, as we have had
enough on that subject. It is specially
destined to indicate that the war has
not done so much as all that for young
women, and that (While many fields
were opened to them during the war
they closed as quickly as the valves
of an oyster threatened with the ab-
ull-npllnn nt Itu nupl

The heroine selected Is Intentionally
chosen amoiiR the .ordinary girls.a
girl from the country, intelligent. reIsourceful, fairly iilucky, fairly weak,
generou«, Impetuous and foolish, absolutelyuntrained. In a word, just anybody.That is important, because the
exceptional person seldom makes an

interesting character. The book relateshow after indulging In war serivice she found home life intolerable
and determined to go out to work, developsher difficulty in flgding work
in the reconstructing world, her poverty,her slip Into unfortunate and
miserable affairs, and her flnnl recovery.hardened and enriched by her experience.
So far that is a story which would

not perhaps have enormously interestedme to do. but the essence of it
nnri the rc.nl chatter of Hit .merrx* lies
In tho fact that It is the story of a

woman written by a man in thr /(rat
{.rmnn. This has been done before by
one or two Frenchmen, but It Is very
rare In England, because the Englishmanrealizes the immenst difficulty
which n mar. finds in writing as a

woman. He has to make an imaginativeand an emotional leap; he has to

place himself In the position of a

woman, to see himself handicapped as

Is even the modern woman by an

early training In subservience, by a

comparative lack of education, by
physical weakness, and, above all, by
tho sense of superiority that nearly
all men feel over nearly all women.
He has also to give a twist to his ntlnd,
to develop a different sens of logic. I
do not mean (hat he has to be Illogical,
tor women arc not Illogical, but he has

9
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a Novelist
ells of the Man Who
'he Call of the Wild"
world early, and I« adventured among
different classes. A newcomer in any
class, I naturally was reticent concerningmy real self, which such a

class could not understand, while I
was superficially loquacious in order
to make my entry into such a claspopularand successful. And so it
went, from class to class, from clique
to clique. No intimacies, a continuous
hardening, a superficial loquacity so

clever, and an inner reticence so secret,that the one was taken for the
real and the other never dreamed of.

" 'Ask people who know me to-day,
what I am. A rough, savage fellow,
they will say, who likes prizefights
and brutalities, who has a clever turn
of pen, a charlatan's smattering of
art, and the inevitable deficlences of
the untrained, unrefined, self-made
man which he strives with a fair
measure of success to hide beneath
an attitude of roughness and unconventionally.Do I endeavor to unconvineethem? It's so much easier
to leave their convictions alone.
" 'And now the threads of my tangled

discourse draw together. I have expeilencedthe greater frankness several
times, under provocation, with a man
or two. and a woman or two, and the
occasions have been great Joygivers,
as they have also been great sorrowgivers.I do not wish they had never

happened, but I recoil unconsciously
from their happening again. It is so

much easier to live placidly and complacently.Of course, to live placidly
£<nu complacently is not to live ai an,

but still between prizefights and kites
and one thing and another I manage ,

to fool my inner self pretty well. Poor
Inner self! I wonder if It will atrophy,
dry up some day and blow away.'"
Jack London's death seems to have

occurred at the very flood tide of his
powers.or, to be more accurate, at
one of those periods of mental gestationwhen new life and power are

gathering. Jack was troubled in the
months before he died, but he was evidentlygrowing. He had become deeplyinterested in psychoanalysis and
was studying and thinking in that, fertilefield. It was a whole new life to
him, and his long reading was culminatingin reflections that would have
meant work in a new and valuable
phase. Jack had seen and experienced
in his own person a primitive side of
life totally unknown to many study
and parlor literary analysts. He had
much to give.
The two volumes are profusely illustratedand they are good reading for

the story interest, but beyond that
they suggest a field for the criticbiographerwho will take the man's
own books and trace the parallel developmentof his nature with the
phases of his literary progress.

If in Her Place
to adopt a woman's logic, which is differentfrom that of a man, because a

man is more likely to be governed by
a general principle (however false)
and a woman by a particular instance
(however inappropriate). He has also
to take Into account that a woman's
desire for a thing Is infinitely more
concentrated than that of a man. All
humanity goes in blinkers, but woman
tends to add a bandage to one of her
eyes.
Add to this the difficulty for a man

of imagining a woman's sensations,
the physical emotions which he cannot
feel, a woman's sense of the attractivenessof man, of his bulk, of his
vigor, of all the things which move a

woman toward a man. It Is not wonderfulthat men should have so seldom
attempted such an exercise; if it is
successfully performed, there lies the
chance of the popularity of the story.
Soon after "Ursula Trent" was writtenIt was read by two women, and

their opinion has a certain value. The
first woman said: "Ursula Trent is
i|Ulic « i .:<t l K>i <* vrry IIIU1 II vnr nun ui

girl one meets, and I, for one, like her
very much. She la the aort of girl I
should like to mifke a friend of. I
don't like Mr. Oeorge's men aa well na
hla women; perhaps that la because
I r likes the women so much better."
The second woman said: "I think

Ursula la absolutely real, and In fact
It is quite worrying to sih> how completelymen can find us out; I hope
that there aren't too many men like
that. I don't think Mr. Oeorge quite
teallr.ea the difficulty a girl experienceswhen she has to struggle against
her family; but then his heroine has
immen-e pluck, and I wish I had as
much."
So far aa the verdicts go they show

that there is reality in Ursula, and
that la the most Important thing from
the point of view of the female reader.

("apt. James Norman Hall of LafavofteKscadrlllo fame has been spending
the last year and a half In varloti"
Islands of the South Seas. He Is now
back In Boston, his old home, glad
enough to be there, but still anxious
to return*to the region of Tahiti. Mr.
Hall Is almost as well known as a
writer as in aviation. His "High Adventure"and "Kitchener's Mob" are

among the outstanding books of the
war.


